EXTREMES MEET

From where they were standing they could see the stout
profile of the owner, his chin sunk in sleep. Waterlow
turned to the brothers and explained in pantomime what
they were to do.

" You didn't see a dog?" Waterlow whispered to
Stavro.

He clicked his tongue.

The two giants crept gently round the courtyard to-
ward the open door, seeming as they moved along against
the wall like the animated heroic figures of a frieze. At
first they were in a grey penumbra, but when they turned
the moon flung their jet-black shadows before them, and
in Spiro's hand something glittered. Waterlow hoped
uneasily that he had made it quite clear they were not to
go beyond a threat with the knife. Fellows like Spiro
were apt to get so confoundedly enthusiastic on occasions
like this, Vassili had reached the doorway. He had
clapped his great hand over the sleeping man's mouth and
picked him up as though he were no heavier than one of
the empty sacks on which he was reposing, Spiro was
behind, gently prodding him with the knife.

" Wait here by the gate and let me know if you hear
anything," Waterlow told Stavro. Then he walked
quickly across the bright courtyard into the kitchen, from
which the giants had carried the innkeeper beyond into
a large vaulted storehouse that smelt strongly of fish.
Vassili deposited him on a barrel, and Spiro stood beside
him with the point of the knife against his ribs.

"Now nothing is going to happen to you," said
Waterlow, whose fluency in the language would have
astonished some of his people at Number Ten. " Nothing
at all if you keep quiet and tell me the whole truth. If